IV
THE PUPPETS GO TO COLLEGE
T A TE rolled away from Walnut Avenue, Haverford, in a
V V large shining car, gliding through the well-ordered and
respectable Pennsylvania country, that would have been like
the Berkshire countryside if it had not been furnished with
the American wooden and plain stone houses, with the
colonial porches and pillars. And we passed through vil-
lages that were built of separate, brightly painted wooden
houses, which, if they were not so old and historic, looked
very pleasant and drier and more hygienic to live in than
many of our unrepaired antiques,
But my mind was too much occupied to study the passing
scene, for it seemed to me that we were advancing towards a
perilous adventure. These bold and reckless Americans at
Swarthmore College had invited us, not only to give a puppet
performance, which they had never seen, but also to attach
ourselves to the faculty for ten days and assist with the study
of English literature and give some critical attention to the
students of creative writing. That was all very well as far
as the puppets were concerned, but I felt rather diffident as
regards the literary criticism. I pondered this while we were
gliding towards Swarthmore, and I had just come to the
uncomfortable decision that I was incapable of it when we
drew up within the precincts of the college, walked under a
deep arch and found ourselves in a delightful green quad-
rangle surrounded by greystone Cotswold cottages. Enter-
ing one of the cottages by a heavy oaken door we deposited
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